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During the ensuing weeks there was a fearful tension. The
attack that Wilfred had predicted created in all our hearts a
sense of deep foreboding. What if this unborn child were
destined to be posthumous, and proved to be yet another girl ?
Fortune tellers had predicted since I was seventeen the age
at which I should be widowed. I reached that age on Septem-
ber gth, 1915 On the 20th of the same month, towards the
end of the day, Richard Brinsley (Dick) was born. Drugged
with chloroform, I awoke gradually to a dazed consciousness
of the autumn evening, the wide open windows and the sound
of joy-bells pealing merrily from the church tower across the
river. By that sound I knew a son had been born to me.
Then I was shown a large, blue-eyed blond Briton, who
looked at me in a critical, comprehending and assertive way.
It was a great moment.
For several days congratulatory telegrams and letters
came pouring in, contrasting vividly with the silence that
had accompanied the births of daughters. Every day for
nine days I wrote to Wilfred, describing Dick, his looks, his
size, his future, our hopes. He wrote back a hurried pencil
scrawl in answer to the first to say how glad he was that
Dick was born, but it was the eve of the long-planned battle,
already they were under marching orders, there was no time
for more : " The men are singing their way down the street,
and I must follow." . . . After that a blank.
My mother-in-law, ashen, white-haired, frail and ghost-like
in her white dressing-gown, sat by my bedside day after day and
answered my enquiries evasively. There was no letter, there
had been a battle, she admitted, and the posts were still
disorganized. Her heroism was magnificent, her courage
during those days when she hid from me—until I had regained
strength—the news that he was " missing."
Finally the telegrams of condolence (from all those who
so few days before had sent congratulations) began to pour in,
and she was obliged to admit the truth. The church bells that
had pealed so joyfully now tolled dolefully, and a batch of

